There is no place in which I walk alone
but love, that cunning smith, has stamped the die,

deep in my thought, of your bright vision
and the ambiguous sweet of your good-bye*

Harder than granite, graven in the bone,
they haunt my heart, and, as I pass them by,

stream, flower, rock, forest and cave have known
to nymphs and gods their names in litany.

And since upon ambrosia hope has tasted,
fastidious grown, no mortal food can stay
the heavenly pangs of your dear appetite.

Yes: that one day redeems a thousand wasted,
and, stubborn in my Paradise, I pray
" Here keep my soul, or plunge me into night/'
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